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Chapter Seventeen
FULFILMENT

ORTHEZ                      TOULOUSE
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For there are poets wakening into song
And soldiers seeking peace on earth again.
EDWARD DAVISON.
I HE British headquarters at St. Jean de Luz were singularly
free from red tape and humbug.
From Lord Wellington downward [observes Larpent] there is mighty
little. Everyone works hard, and does his business. The substance
and not the form is attended to : in dress, and many other respects, I
think almost too little so. The maxim, however, of our Chief, is,
" Let everyone do his duty well, and never let me hear of any difficulties
about anything " and that is all he cares about.1
In Lord Wellington's own household his staff lived together
on the most friendly terms.
They had [says Gleig] many school-boy tricks; among others, that
of giving nick-names, at which nobody took offence. " Where is
Slender Billy ? " said Lord Fitzroy Somerset one day, looking round the
table, and apparently missing somebody. "Here I am, Fitzroy,"
replied the Prince of Orange, " what do you want ? "2
The presence of Lord Wellington by no means checked his
young men's fun or prevented them from saying or doing
whatever occurred to them.
The visitors, however, were more ceremonious, and
1 Larpent, VoL //, p. 212*                    2 Gleig, p. 213.
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